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WEE WISDOM 


STANDS FOR 


The unwarped faith that believeth and nopeth all things. 
** All things are possible to them that believe.’’ 


The freshness and purity that beholdeth Good always. 


‘* Blessed are the pure in heart, for they shall see God.’ 


The joy and gladness that are fullness of life and health. 


“In Thy eaten is fullness of joy. ....... 
hou wilt show me the path of life.”’ 


The truth that frees from the clutches of race heredity. 


‘One is your Father, even God.”’ 


The knowledge that /esas Christ is the subjective spirit of every child. 
“The kingdom of God is within you.”’ 


The understanding that our word is the builder of our environment. 
“For without the Word was not anything made that was made.”’ 


Be ye therefore perfect, 


Even as your Father in heaven is perfect: 


—JrEsus. 
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Volume 2. 


March, 1895. 


Number 7. 


Dr. Charlie and his Bird. 


Aunt Seg. 


Some of Wee Wispom’s readers are ask- 
ing “Why do you call Charlie doctor ?” 
You see, they did not read that first story 
about Charlie’s curing his grandma’s ankle; 
so we will just explain how he went to visit 
her and found that she could not move 
out of her chair. She had slipped down 
two or three steps at the back door and 
sprained her ankle, (so she said). Charlie’s 
mama is a Christian Scientist, and she 
teaches her little boy that God is in all 
people and things. That if you think you 
are hurt, and then suddenly remember the 
presence of God in every single atom of 
space you make up your mind at once that 
if God is there, all is well, so the hurt and 
the pain go away just as a shadow goes 
away before the sun. Charlie thought in 
this fashion for his dear grandma and she 
thought, too, so of course she was cured 
right away and that is how Charlie came 
to be called * Dr. Charlie.” 

You remember about Charlie’s pets. don’t 
you? Well, his Auntie sent him a beauti- 
ful canary, all yellow except a few streaks 
of black on its wings; and it would sing 
—O my! how it could sing!!! Mama was 
going to buy it a lovely cage but Charlie 
said “Don’t pen it up in a little cage, 
mama, ’cause it likes to be free same as 
any one.” 

Mama thought so, too, but did not see just 
how to manage it, but as they looked over 
matters they concluded to let birdie have 
the whole play-room to fly in. It was April 
now and the pets did not need a fire to 
keep them warm. Mr. Howard had built 
a little platform on the window-sill outside, 
for the dove and there she rested and cooed 
or flew to the roof at her own sweet will. 
She would come at once to Charlie’s call 
for she never went farther than the roof or 
one of the trees in the yard. Charlie would 


have liked to leave his canary, whom he 
named ‘Dainty,’ just as free, but mama 
said it was not best to do so at first, so they 
gave ‘Dainty’ all the play-room. To make 
it a very sweet place for Dainty, they moved 
some plants into the room and the little 
bird had a bower of beauty all at his own 
command. 

You remember Katie, the little girl in 
the last Wee Wispom? Charlie often in- 
vited her home with him; she hadn’t such 
anice play house, nor any pets, and she 
was ‘all alone,’ so Charlie told his mama; 
that is, she was a very shy, timid little girl 
and the rest of the children did not take 
much notice of her. Charlie always looked 
out for the people who did not seem to 
look out for themselves. Both the children 
ha sweet voices and could sing like cana- 
ries themselves, only in a different fashion, 
you see, and Mrs. Howard would sometimes 
go to the piano and play over their school 
songs and while they sang, you should 
have heard Dainty. His yellow throat 
would puff out and how he would sing! 
You would have thought he was giving a 
singing lesson to Charlie and Katie. He 
was very tame, and if Charlie would only 
keep still enough, would alight in his hair, 
and if Charlie would throw his head back, 
the bird would walk gravely down his nose 
and look into his open mouth as if it 
were a small cave full of pearls. Sometimes 
he would peck at the pearls, upon which 
Charlie would burst out laughing. Then 
Dainty, in great surprise at such a tremen- 
duous noise coming out of the cave of 
pearis, would spread his wings and fly 
away, alighting upon a plant, where he 
would turn his golden head first one way 
and then the other trying to satisfy himself 
that Charlie was Charlie instead of an 
earthquake. Then he would begin to sing 
as if earthquakes were nothing to him, but 
joy was an eternal verity. 

There was one thing Dainty did, which 
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neither Charlie nor his mama approved of, 
and that was he would peck at the plants 
and keep them ragged. He did not eat 
them for he always had things that he 
liked better, such as celery and cabbage, 
so it seemed like pure mischief. They had 
been wondering how to teach Dainty a 
lesson, when Charlie suddenly exclaimed, 
“why mama, I guess we forgot to ’member 
*bout treating Dainty.” 

“Sure enough,” said mama. “He can 
be treated to Jet the plants alone; we’ll 
both treat him, Charlie.” 

“ What’ll we say, mama?” 

Mama considered a moment and then 
gave Charlie the following statements to 
say over in his mind. “Dainty, Spirit 
lives you and moves you. You are spirit 
in the form of a little bird. You are a 
good bird because you are Spirit. You are 
a wise little bird because you are Spirit. 
You are wise enough to let the plants 
alone. You do not want to tear the leaves, 
you are goodness and wisdom in the form 
of a little bird.” 

You see, children, both Charlie and his 
mama in saying these things, really be- 
lieved them, and so they came to pass; for 
whatever you fully believe the Good can 
do for you, Jt will do. 


So Charlie and mama treated Dainty 
and for a wonder Dainty was perfectly 
still, with his head cocked first on one side 
and then on the other, just as if he were 
listening. Now it is a fact that Dainty let 
the plants alone after that. It is not diffi- 
cult to believe this, when you remember 
that the principle of Intelligence or know- 
ing, is everywhere, in man and beast and 
bird and flower; It only wants to be recog- 
nized, and then it springs into joyful action. 

Now the wonderful story about Dainty 
comes in. Charlie’s mama had gone to 
town, leaving the house all alone till Charlie 
should come home from school. When 
the little boy came, he, :s usual, looked 
around fur mama. Of course he did not 
find her, and he ran out again to play 
awhile. Tiring of play, he thought of 
Dainty and went to have a frolic with him; 
but he was gone. Charlie called, but no 
soft flutter of wings, no sound, no sight, 
of his dear little bird. His eyes were so 
full of tears that he could not see very well, 
but he hunted among the plants until he 


found Dainty lying on his back with his 
little gray legs straight up in the air as if 
they had been calling for help. Charlie 
took him in his hand but he didn’t move. 
Charlie kissed him and called his name in 
a heart-broken way, but Dainty’s merry 
voice refused to answer. Dear little Char- 
lie, how he sobbed. He always cried in 
this fashion; never making a noise except 
in the case of Sam and the turkey, when 
his screaming seemed part of Gobble’s 
defense. Presently, it seemed to him as 
if a voice somewhere in his mind said, 
“Charlie, God is here.” “That’s so,” he 
said, brushing the tears away; and laying 
Dainty upon a soft cushion he buried his 
face in his hands and as fast as his aching 
heart would let him, he thought ahout God 
as life here and now. He declared that if 
God was Dainty’s life, and he knew he was, 
then Dainty was full of life now. When 
he got to this thought he began to be com- 
forted, and with a lighter heart he contin- 
ued to think thoughts of life and not death. 
He was so absorbed with his thoughts that 
he jumped to his feet almost as if awaken- 
ed suddenly out of sleep upon hearing a 
faint “peep. peep,” and there was Dainty 
stretching his wings and feebly hopping. 
asif trying to gain his usual equilibrium. I 
wish you could have seen Charlie’s face. It 
was all streaked with muddy tears, for his 
hands, as is often the case with boys who 
play bal] and such things not very clean, and 
through the streaks the sun of joy and 
gratitude was shining in full glory. He 
just clasped his hands together saying, “I 
just wish I could see God, I love Him.” 


Dainty was all right and flew to Charlie’s 
head, walked down his nose, looked into 
the pearl cave, and very critically examined 
a tear which still stood sentinel upon the 
rosy cheek. 


This is a true story, children, so you may 
know that “all things are possible to God” 
and you may know that “All things are 
possible to them that believe,” and putting 
the two together, the thing is done. 


When Charlie’s mama came home and 
heard the little boy’s story, she praised the 
Spirit in her child—in the bird—in all peo- 
ple and all things, and saw more clearly 
than ever before the power of simple un- 
questioning faith in the Omnipresent Good. 
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Ned's Philosophy. 


A thousand miles from mother’s gentle 


care, 

Ned clasped his father’s hand in sweet 
content; 

For Ned (wise three-year-old) is all 


aware 
How love enfolds him like the firmament. 


Weary at eve, outstretched the father 
lay, 

His black-eyed cherub nestling at his 
side. 

“Why do you come so close?” we heard 
him say, 

“ Because I love you, papa,’ Ned replied. 


“Why do you love me so?” the father 
said, 

“*Cause you love me!” cried Ned with 
eager joy. 

“Why do we both love one another, 
Ned?” 

“Because we both love mamma,” quoth 
the boy. 


O wisdom high aod wonderful and sweet, 
Finding in love a reason for all things! 
O blessed child! beside whose eager feet 
The fadeless flower of love forever 
springs. 
—M. E. Bannister, in “The Youth's 
Companion.” 


A Mission of Love. 


“ Halloo, little Nell! where are you going 
this morning?” said a sweet voice from 
under a large, spreading oak, near a small 
gate leading into the road. 

“ Why, Grace! are youthere? How glad 
Iam to see you. I was just going over to 
Mrs. Lyons’. Mama wanted me to take 
this basket of fresh bread and cakes over 
to her, and see how she is feeling today.” 

“Ts anything the matter with Mrs. Lyons? 
We had not heard.” 

“Yes indeed, yesterday while she was 
crossing a street in T——, she was run into 
by a frightened team, and was very badly 
hurt. The doctors think she will be a crip- 
ple for the rest of her life, and you know 
there are those little ones with no one to 
take care of them or support them but her. 
I don’t see how anything could have hap- 


pened to such a good woman as she is, but 
I must go. Can’t you go with me?” 

“Not this time, but stop when you come 
back and let me know how she is.” 


Now, Nell was a dear, {good girl about 
twelve years of age. She had a beautiful 
home, kept bright and happy by the pure 
loving thought of her mother, and Grace 
was her constant friend, living very near 
and being only one year older. Both girls 
had been taught the power of thought by 
their parents, and in their sweet, simple 
way were always sending forth loving 
thoughts to all whom they saw in need; 
even their dear little kittens are made to 
manifest through this wonderful power of 
love. 


After a few moment’s thought Grace ran 
into the house and told her mother about 
the poor lady so badly injured and asked 
how it was God let such a good woman get 
hurt, when all those little ones were de- 
pending upon her for food? 


“T will tell you, dear. Don’t you see this 
woman was not trusting the Father to lead 
her, or he would have kept her in perfect 
peace? She was hurrying;she was anxious; 
feeling that she really had so much to do, 
and so many mouths to feed, forgetting 
our Father is full supply. Now it is be- 
ing proved to her that her children are fed, 
though she is unable to do the first thing 
for them. Who was it prompted Mrs. May 
to send food to those little ones? Truly it 
was the all wise Father and he always 
looks after his children. It is only when 
we neglect to listen to Him that we meet 
with seeming harm, which often leads us 
to see our folly. But there comes Nellie, 
you had better run down to the gate and 
inquire how she found Mrs. Lyons.” 

“Yes, mama, I will. I asked her to stop 
and let us know.” Off she ran to see Nell, 
for while her mother had been talking, a 
beautiful thought came to her. She met 
Nellie at the gate with the new thought 
shining out all over her face so brightly 
that Nellie said, before Grace had time to 
speak a word, “ What is the matter, Grace? 
How happy you look.” 

“Oh, I'll tell you, but first tell me how you 
found them all over there.” 

“Not so badly as was thought, for the 
dear woman can use her arms, but her 


3 


‘ 
| 
| 
e 
i 


6 Wee Wisdom 


limbs are useless and will be the remainder 
of her life, so the doctor says. But you 
ought to see how thankful she is to think 
her hands are spared,for now, she says, 
she can earn bread for her little ones when 
she gets strong again.” 

“Well, I’m glad she is thankful. But I 
have been taught, while you have been gone, 
that those children are not dependent on 
her for their supply or they could not have 
had any breakfast this morning.” 

“Mama says our Father in heaven is our 
supply and He put the good thought in your 
mother’s heart, and caused her to send to 
them, from her bountiful supply which is 
from Him also. Now, Nellie, we will tell 
her in the silence that the Father is her 
supply and she shall not want, and I know 
she will be supplied even though she does 
not get a thing to do for a whole month 
after she is able to work.” So they agreed 
thus to do and both were faithful. 

The days flew by and each day either 
little Nell or Grace would go to see Mrs. 
Lyons, and found her so bountifully sup- 
plied that they continually gave thanks, 
till at last she was able to sit up all day 
and do light sewing. Kind neighbors gave 
her plenty of work and they lacked not for 
work or food. 

Then said Nellie, “ what next can we do 
for Mrs. Lyons?” 

“T’ve been thinking we ought to show her 
how to let God be her sufficiency in every 
way; if the Father can give one thing he 
can another and he will supply the lack 
or seeming lack of vitality and make her 
every whit whole. We will hold to the 
truth, good and strong for three days. then 
let us both go and see her and tell her all 
about it.” 

Again the little workers have a mission 
of love. Both go on their way rejoicing. 

Three days soon pass by, and the girls 
meet in their favorite nook, under the large 
willow at the foot of the lawn near a trick- 
ling stream where they, in days gone by, 
had made their mud pies .and many other 
strange things. 

“Have you heard from Mrs. Lyons, since 
we began thinking the good and truthful 
thoughts for ner?” said Nell. 

“No, not one word, but some way I feel as 
though something wonderful has happened. 
Let us go at once and see her.” 


As they quietly opened the door, there 
stood, yes, actually stood, Mrs. Lyons. 
She kissed the dear girls and told them to 
be seated, for she had a strange experience 
to tell them. 

Grace and Nell were seated and listened 
to much they had expected to tell. 

“First, I must thank you for all you have 
done for me, in coming so often to see me, 
bringing me the very things I was most in 
need of.” 

“But,” said Grace, ‘we never should 
have thought of bringing anything if God 
had not put the good thoughts into our 
hearts; so after all it is not we that should 
be thanked.” 

“Very true,” said Mrs. Lyons, ‘and I have 
learned a wonderful lessson. First, He 
made me to see that He was our supply 
and while I have toiled so hard to clothe 
and feed my, or His, little ones, He has 
taught me, that in Him is perfect supply.” 

“Many days I have thought of this and 
given thanks. But just three days ago 
while I was giving thanks, the words came 
to me, ‘If He can supply one thing he 
can another, and He can make me every 
whit whole.’ Well, I listened and thought 
but could not quite understand. The next 
day it came so strongly and plainly that I 
gave thanks just for the beautiful thought; 
then came the desire to try and walk. It 
seemed that some one spoke to me and 
commanded me to walk; then came the 
confidence, and immediately I stood up 
and from that moment have been able to 
walk as freely as ever. 

“T hope I have not wearied you, but it 
seems as though I must tel] every one of 
this wonderful blessing; my heart is so full 
of thanks and praise I cannot keep still. 


I know only God could do such a wonder- 
ful thing.” 

Both girls told her how glad they were 
to see her so well and happy, then bade 
her good-bye. As the litttle girls parted 
at the gate that day, they both said they 
had never been so happy in all their lives 
before.—Margaret. 


We have bound last year’s Wer Wispom’s 
together, and whenever anyone comes 
’round enquiring, ‘“ What is Christian 
Science?” our little Edith immediately 
answers, “I will get Wee Wispom and let 
Aunt Joy tell you.” The result is, she 


keeps them out most of the time, doing 
missionary work ’round the neighborhood. 
—Mrs. G. 
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A Talk with the Little Ones. 


Clara Conklin. 


“My children, stop and listen—do you 
hear that still small voice within you?” 

“Well, that is the voice of God pointing . 
out the way, telling you ever the right 
from the wrong. He is ever present, ever 
watchful, knowing every thought you think, 
every deed you do.” 

“But, Aunt Ellen,” said little Rob, “what 
if people do naughty ‘things in the dark, 
does God see them then”? 

“Yes, child, for wherever God is, Light 
is, for He is the Light of All things, and as 
He fills all space, so all must be Light.” 

“Well, then,” questioned bright-eyed Sue, 
“why is it we have darkness here, why can’t 
we be like God and shed light wherever we 
go?” 

“We can, dear child, if we try. God, our 
loving Father, created us in His image and 
after His likeness and ’tis our right to man- 
ifest or bring into action all that God gave 
us, and when we begin to lean on our Di- 
vine Father, and to trust Him to bring all 
things to pass, then our chimneys shall 
have been cleaned and the light within us 
that God gave shall shine forth.” 

“Well, then, Aunt Ellen, that’s why Jesus 
always did so much good, wasn’t it—be- 
cause He looked to God for everything? 

“Yes, child, Jesus knew that God was his 
life, and without Him, he could not exist. 
You know that Jesus Christ was given to 
the world to show us the way, that we 
might know we had the same Light within 
us and to inspire us with the desire to be- 
come like Him,—that we might rend this 
veil of mortality and look to the higher 
man, the inner man, the Christ within us 
to do all things.” 

“I don’t understand, Auntie, what you 
mean by rending the veil of mortality,” 
spoke the truthful Madge. 

“Well, it is like this, suppose you were in 
a dark room and mama should bring in the 
lamp, the darkness would be all gone, 
wouldn’t it?” 

“Of course,” came the quick response. 

“Well, then, that is the way with the peo- 
ple’s minds, they have been plodding on for 
ages in the dark and now this grand Truth 

has come and we all see that as we realize 


that God is all causation the darkness dis- 
appears.” 

“Then if God is Good why does He let 
papa be sick?” queried Agnes. “God does 
not send sickness upon His children, my 
little girl, for He isa loving Father. Do 
you think your papa would want to send 
sickness upon you?” 

“No ma’am. beeause he loves me.” 

“Of course your papa would not want his 
girl to be ill, and Oh! how much greater is 
God’s love than even papa’s—now do you 
see that God watches and cares for His 
little ones?” 4 

“You remember where Christ said, ‘Who- 
soever doeth it unto the least of these, doeth 
it unto me,’ meaning that those who helped 
one another, no matte: what their station in 
life, or what they were doing, it helped 
Him, because it proved to the Christ that 
His teachings had not been in vain; that 
He had shown the people how to conquer 
themselves by doing good to others.” 

“Now, my little sweethearts, it is your 
bedtime, come kiss Auntie good-night and 
always remember that Christ said, ‘Little 
children, love one another!’ 


“When a naughty thought comes to you, 
speak to it, tell it evil has no power over 
you, for you are the child of Love, and 
are Good, because you are God’s child; and 
the knowing that God and His angels are 
ever with you, will keep you good.” 

“Good night, my little ones.” 


Truth Song. 


As sung by Mary Conner and her mama. 


Tune-At the Cross. 
Through the Truth, Through the Truth; 
I first saw the Light. 
And the Burden of my heart rolled away. 
It was then by Faith I received my sight, 
And now I am happy all the day. 


Through the Truth, Through the Truth, 
I have found God is Life, 

And that Life is ever present with me here. 

Now by Faith I’m kept in the arms of Love. 

And know there is nothing now to fear. 


“The Lord is my Shepherd; 
I shail not want;— 
He maketh me to lie down in green 
pastures; 
He leadeth me beside the still waters.” 


One of thase Little 


Dear Wispom:—My name is Melville 
Wood, and this is my picture. 1 was a little fellow when this was taken 
and I'm five years old now. Aunt Seg says it looks just like me now. 
Sometimes, when she 
is talking to the folks, 
she looks at me and 
smiles. I suppose its 
because she likes me. 
One Sunday my Grand- 
ma left me looking at 
the pictures and went 
to meeting. After 
awhile I went to meet- 
ing, too. They all 
seemed s’prised when I 
walked in alone. I 
don't see why, do you? 
I'm a big boy. 

My dog’s name is 
Budge and I’ve got a 
harness for him; he 
draws me on the sled. 


I've got a pony too; 
her name is Fanny. 
She run away with me 
and Budge this morn- 
ing and broke the bug- 
gy, but I’m all right and 
ge Budge, too. I expect 
God took care of us. 

IT like Wee Wispom and Dr. Charlie and the dove, and the little 
Peace baby; and I’m going to learn the pillow verses. I guess my let- 
ter is about long enough, so good-bye, Your little friend, 


MELVILLE Woop. 


This small Wisdom is quite a remarkable boy. Quite unlike most 
boys, he rarely ever mispronounces a word, and takes it upon himself to 
correct his grandma if she is not equally particular. He said to his ma- 
ma one day, ‘‘Mama, I just worship you.” Mama replied, ‘‘My son, I 
worship you more fondly than you do me.” Said the Wee Wisdom, 
«‘That would be impossible.” 


His grandma, who isa Christian Scientist, did not like to have Mel- 
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ville find out that animals were killed for food, and one day she was quite 
startled to hear this: ‘‘Grandma, bears eat us, and we eat chickens.” 
There is never any calculating what a five year old boy is going to 
say and do, but Melville is a sweet little fellow and every body loves 
him. Wer Wispom has to be read a great many times over to him. 


Ye Editor to Wee Wisdoms. 
Sub Rosa. 

You are doing nobly. Your dear letters come pouring in freighted 
with blessings, and I want them to four; for the promise is ‘‘I will pour 
you out a blessing.” I like that word four; there’s nothing skimp or 
slack about it, it always brings such a sense of abundance. 

The sun fours out radiance and warmth; the clouds powr down 
refreshing showers. God always fours out His gifts. They are 
never offered in a slack, skimp way and it is only because of our 
own slack, skimp way of accepting them that we have imagined He did. 

‘‘ Believe in’ is what opens the way for receiving. Believe in 
blessings and they will four out upon you: believe 7x Good and the 
‘Father of every good and perfect gift” will shower it upon you. Be- 
lieve, BELIEVE, BELIEVE and the windows of heaven are open for you. 

Do you tire of the Love Banner and its message, hung upon our 
page from month to month? 

You want to know God and the mysteries of the kingdom of 
heaven, don't you? Well, that’s why Were Wispom ‘Keeps Love's 
banner floating o’er you.” 

‘““God is Love” and to know what Love is like, and how Love deals 
with everyday experiences, is to know what God is like and how God 
deals with us. 

I earnestly desire that you shall hang this little banner in your 
memory-room and have a wise answer for that satan-self that tempts 
you to forget whose child you are. | When satan-self whispers ‘‘ There 
now! I wouldn't stand that—I wouldn't take a dare,” just let the 
Jesus-self repeat, ‘‘ Love suffereth long and ts kind.” 

Why, you will be surprised, how these wonderful words will help 
you out. Just like Jesus Christ's words helped him to get the satan-self 
behied him. ‘‘ Ye are of God, little children, and greater is He that is 
in you than he that is in the world.” Greater is the God-self than the 
satan-self. Believe in the God-self and say to the other self, ‘‘ Thou 
shalt not tempt the Lord thy God.” 

You will find this month's pillows filled with what some of our 
friends have experienced to be the downtest down of all the Wee 
Wisdom pillows yet slept upon. Among them is the one Warren has 
glorified with his little melody. These pillows are doubly filled with 


healing and harmony. All who have sent in orders for Easter pillows 
will receive them on the very first of April. 
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other Sarth’s Youse-Cleaning. 


‘*Q dear!” murmured old Mother Earth, ‘‘how annoying! 
The winter has ended and spring has begun; 
There’s all my spring house-cleaning waiting before me, ‘ 
And not a thing done. 


‘‘There'll be sweeping and scouring in every odd corner; 
I must lift my brown carpets and put down the green, 
Clear my ceilings of cobwebs, and wash all my woodwork, 

Till everything’s clean. 


‘«My servants are willing enough, but so plodding; 
My daughters are idle; I have but one sun, 
~ And he looks as if he considered my trouble 
Just nothing but fun. 


‘‘There are garments to make; yes, there’s the spring sewing, 
Great heaps upon heaps, and I almost despair, 
With spinning and weaving, and no one to help me 
Or lighten my care. 


‘*Then think of the guests I am hourly expecting, 
What bevies! and every one’s room to prepare; 
Whole families of birds, flocking in all together, 

No trouble will spare. 


‘*] must worry and work in the kitchen preparing 
A separate dish for each separate guest; 
For their tastes always differ; what one fails to relish 
The other likes best.” 


But the south wind brought water, and all the winds helped her, 
Even her sun kindly proffered his aid; 
Till, at last, every parlor and chamber made ready, 

She proudly displayed. 


Then the bluebirds, the blackbirds, the robins and thrushes, 
Came hurrying past in a chattering throng. 
“They greeted her warmly, and uttered her praises 

In cheeriest song. 


The crickets, the frogs, and the ants, and the lizards, 

The bees and the butterflies, every gray moth, 

Found his place ready waiting, his dinner to suit him, 
Whether bread, meat or broth. 


— Selected. 
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Paileth. 


Love suffereth long, and ts kind; 
Love envicth not ; 
Love vaunteth not itself, 
Ts not puffed up ; 
Doth not behave itself unseemly ; 
Seeketh not tts own, 
Is not provoked, 
Taketh no account of evil; 
Rejoiceth not in iniquity, 
But rejoiceth in the truth ; 
Beareth all things, 
Believeth all things, : 
Flopeth all things, 
Endurcth all things. 


vi igtlee ® 


Dear :— 

How kind of you to call me ‘Sunbeam.’ 
If lama truly Sunbeam to you, I am so 
glad, for that is exactly what I wish to be, 
not only to little children but to large ones, 
also. 

But I think [ll be ‘Aunt Seg’. It 
won’t hurt if it only scratches out wrong 
thoughts and scratches in right ones, will 
it? It certainly has the merit of being 
quite unusual, but I don’t want you to think 
of ‘Sarah’ as common, for it has a very 
profound significance which I will explain. 
If you will open the Bible at Gen. 17. 15-16 
you will see that this name was spelled 
Sarai and that God is said to have changed 
it to Sarah. Names in the Bible mean 
principles, and you knowI told you the 
meaning of a principle in the catechism. 


It means that which works out things, 
therefore when God changed this name, it 
is said He took the letter H from Jehovah, 
and by it Sarah became a divine principle. 
I did not like my name until I knew this, 
and now I would not exchange it for any 
other. 

It also means Princess, and putting the 


two together, it means the Princess of Je- 
hovah. 


So, my dears, do notscorn it as common, 
for it is full of a beautiful truth, viz: it 
unites the human to the Divine, which is 
the highest office of every daughter (Prin- 
cess) of the King of Life and Love and 
Peace. But, children, I am always your 


true and loving friend no matter by what 
name I am called.— Aunt Seg. 


Dear Weer Wispom: 

I am very glad somebody wants me to. 
explain the “Sunbeam Society,” because it 
makes me feel that the time has come for the 
Sun of Righteousness to shine so bright that 
soon the mists will all roll away, and we 
will see the truth and beauty of these lines. 
of a dear poot friend. 

“Heaven is here, here within us, 

Not in some far off distant land, 
And our souls are swinging censers 
Flashing lights on every hand.” 

The idea of the Sunbeam Society origi- 
nated with the editors of the Mail and Ex- 
press in New York City. Kindergarden 
Sunbeam Societies were started and people. 
were asked to send boxes of clothing for 
the children to distribute among the desti- 
tute. The object of the Society is to make. 
others happy, and the members must have 
smiles, loving words, and kind acts for all. 
They must also be kind to animals. Il 
spoke of the beautiful work to some little 
girls in our city, and they began holding 
weekly meetings which made them look 
about for something to do that would 
hasten the reign of love on earth. They 
have learned to watch for opportunities to. 
be useful at home and abroad. One little 
girl could sing well, and she wanted to be. 
amissionary to one of the poor families 
and sing tothem. All had some plan for 
making others happy. I have been visiting 
people in different places, and feel like 
suggesting that some of the older people 
help the children to enlarge their field of 
usefulness. Wherever I show Wee Wis- 
pom to the people they say, ‘* Oh how nice!”* 
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but very often dear children are too poor 
to take a paper. I think it would be very 
nice if we could organize Sunbeam Socie- 
ties all over the world and teach the chil- 
dren to save some money for the editor, 
that Wee Wispom may visit many homes 
where they have never seen a copy of it, 
and its angel reaching down to the children 
of all races will help them to look up and 
see the Kingdom of God descending. The 
mottoes for each month will give light and 
life, and the children will learn to live so 
near to the loving heart of God that they 
can feel at all times that He that isin them 
is greater than he thatis in the world. 
The money saved by loving hearts will 
have great blessing resting upon it, and I 
am sure that all who unite in such a work 
will feel anew joy. ‘ Littie children, let 
no man deceive you, he that doeth right- 


eousness is righteous, even as he is right- 
eous,” 


“Little children keep from idols,” 
Is the dear disciple’s word. 
Abide in Him, as hath been taught, 
For He comes as ye have heard. 
Mary Frame Sepy. 


Canton, Onto. 
Dear Wee Wispom:—Through the kind- 
ness of a friend, 1 receive a copy of your 
paper every month, and I like it very much. 
I like it because it teaches me about God 
and how to know which is my real self and 
‘to see the good in ethers. Some times my 
teacher in school is cross, but I have learned 
to know that it is not her real self and so I 
‘do not mind it and I love her just the same. 
From your friend, May Ruts Wuire. 
(9 years old.) 
Miyn., March 10, ’95. 
Dear Wee Wispom:—I am a little girl 
nine years old. I love Wer Wispom so I 
do not think I could get along without it. 
I have learned to play Warren’s piece and 
sing it. When I was ten months old I fell 
on the stove and seemed to burn my face. 
It left a scar which drew my nose to one 
side. When I began to read Wer Wispom 
the scar showed very plain. I said, “Spirit 
is perfect,” and it is nearly all gone now. 
I think a nice name for 8. E. G. would be 
Lovebeam. Lovingly, 


JENNIE Brown. 
(If dear little Jennie will affirm strongly 


everyday, “Iam the perfect child of God 
and J shine with the beauty of Holiness,” 
her little nose will grow straight and 
whole. Ep.) 
* 
Sine Sina, N. Y., March 

Dear Wee Wispom:— Would you not 
like to hear about some work I am doing 
for little children? I have opened a day 
nursery where little boys and girls, whose 
mothers go out to work, and who are too 
young to be in school, can be taken for the 
day. We have a good warm dinner for 
them at noon time, and luncheon for them 
before they go home; and I teach the little 
things to say before they eat :— 

* God is Love, All is good, 

We thank our Father for this food. 

Amen.” 

I have two pretty play rooms for them, 
and a sunny piazza. Some of the mer- 
chants have given me playthings—toys, 
dolls, books, blocks—-and the dear little 
children do have such good times. I have 
to believe in, and trust the All-Good, con- 
stantly to keep up the funds for this work, 
and I want every dear Were Wispom child 
who reads this letter to send me many 
loving thoughts that all the little children 
at the “Christ Child Day Nursery,” (that 
is what I have named it) may be well and 
happy, and learn to love the good, and that 
I may have all the money I need, and 
clothing for the little children who come 
so poorly clad. If any of you want to send 
me money for this work, and your mamas 
and papas will let you, I shall be most 
happy to have you do so. My address is, 

Mars. J. L. 

25 Broadway, Sing Sing, N. Y. 
When I started this work I did not see the 
way clear at all but the thought kept com- 
ing to me about the dear little childen 
whose mamas went out to work everyday, 
and I wanted so much to do something for 
them and while I was thinking about it, and 
trying to decide what to do, a dear friend not 
knowing anything about my desire, gave 
me some little pictures, one of which was 
a sweet babe representing the infant Jesus. 
As soon as I looked at it. I said “ Surely, I 
am to work for the little children” A gen- 
tleman, hearing me say there was some 
work I wanted to do, gave me a little money 
and I made some little pincushions and 
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sold them, and one morning, while think- 
ing about it, and wondering where I would 
find a house, there came to my mind, the 
little house, which I now have. I walked 
by it that day to see if it was suitable and 
found it vacant with a card up, “To Let.” 
Some dear friends then became interested, 
one beautiful woman in particular, and 
gave me money. I hired the house, and 
found a good woman with one little daughter 
to live in it, and take care of my Nursery 
children, and I realized how sweetly tender 
and divinely mysterious the All-Good was 
working, opening beautiful gates for Love 
and peace, to flow to the homes, and hearts, 
where little children have wanted food, 
and mothers been pressed with- care. But 
I must not make my letter too long, so 
more anon, dear children, about my little 
“Christ Child Day Nursery.” However. 
before I close I will ask you to send healing 
thoughts to a dear little lame girl who 
comes with her crutch and cane. Hername 
is Belle Tuttle, she is five years old, and a 
sweet child. I know the beautiful Christ- 
truth can heal her.—W. J. L. F. 
* 
Asutey, O., Jan. 1895. 

Dear Wee Wispom:—You are a dear, 
sweet little messenger of love to all who 
may have the pleasure of your acquaint- 
ance. I enjoy you as much as the children 
can. As I have no wee ones of my own I 
send you to a dear little fellow who calls 
me Aunt Sape, and thinks when anything 
is the matter with him, Aunt Sape can 
cure him. I am Aunt Sape to “the three 
boys,” too. I like their suggestions about 
story writing and look eagerly for their 
bright, cute sayings. Your frontispiece 
shows your love for all, without distinction 
of race, color or condition. You carry love 
and peace wherever you go. God bless 
you. Aunt Sape. 

* 

Wee Wisdoms, I will tell you of a little 
Messenger sent from God. She is four 
years old. Her name is Gladys. She is 
one of those dainty, blue-eyed, flossy-haired 
darlings. so loving, so gentle, so full of 
merry little ways. Her dear, loving moth- 
ercalls her Sunbeam. I call her Blue Eyes. 
She is so unselfish. She has an older sis- 
ter who always wants all for herself. Lit- 
tle Sunbeam will say, “Never mind, mama, 
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let sister have—whatever it is—Gladys. 
does not care,” then she will give up her 
chair or anything she has, with such a loving 
little heart. Zruly of such is Christ's 
Kingdom. Christmas afternoon while she 
was in the yard playing with her 
new dollie wagon, she fell, her dear 
mama hearing piercing screams, ran out, 
and carried in her little Sunbeam, and 
a pale little Sunbeam it was. She took off 
her cloak and a little helpless, broken arm 
fell down. Her mama commenced to cry, 
too, at the sad sight. LittleGladys forgot 
her own grief and pain instantly at her 
mama’s tears, and said, “There, don’t cry, 
poor, sweet mama, it don’t hurt Gladys one. 
bit”—stifled her own distress to comfort 
her dear mama. I have a number of cages. 
with canaries. They are usually very timid 
and will fly very much alarmed at stran- 
gers. Giadys w.ll come over, sit right 
down among the cages, put her little hands 
in the bars. They don’t mind her at all, 
but will jump around, turn their heads 
side ways and chirp. I guess they think 
her a little Love-Bird, with her gentle lov- 
liness so like their own. Aunt J. 


Aunt Seg's Catechism. 


Wee Wispom: “Suppose a boy strikes 
you, what would you do? 

Aunt Sea: What caused the boy to 
strike you? 

W. W. He got angry. 

A. What caused his anger? 

W. He thought I didn’t want to play 
with him. 

A. And did you? 

W. No Ma’am. 

A. Why not? 

W. Well, he’s ragged and dirty and he 
says bad words. 

A. Let me see. In our last lesson, I 
asked you this question, ‘ What will you 
say if someone behaves in a way you do 
not like?” Do you remember your answer? 

W. Yes’m. I suppose I would say, it is 
only an appearance, but if he strikes, what 
then? 

A. What strikes? 

W. Ishould say it is the temper. 

A. What is the temper? 

W. Only an appearance, I suppose. 

A. What causes a bad appearance? 

W. Wrong thoughts. 

A. What kind of thoughts have you 
been holding about this boy? 
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W. Why, just what I said. He is rag- 
ged and dirty and says bad words. 

A. About how many other boys have 
been thinking the same way do you sup- 
pose? 

W. Oh, about forty or fifty. 

A. Well, suppose you multiply your 
own wrong thoughts by forty or fifty, and 
pour them all upon the head of this one 
small boy, who very likely has no one to 
see that he is clean, or has whole clothes, 
or is taught how to think pure thoughts. 
How do you expect him to behave under 
such circumstances? 

W. Why, I never thought of that. I 
don’t see how he could be nice while so 
many were thinking badly of him. I’m 
awful sorry I had any hand in it. 

A. I knew you would be as soon as you 
saw the truth. 

W. Do you see any way that 1 can make 
it up to him? 

A. See the Good in him. 

W. Its pretty hard to see what isn’t in 
sight. 

A. Is it difficult for yon to remember 
that the sun is shining just the same when 
it rains? 

W. No ma’am, but that is different. 

A. The clouds rain on you, and the 
temper strikes you, and both are bringing 
forth good. 

W. You don’t mean that it is good to 
get angry and strike, do you? 

A: The Good causes the rain to fall and 
the Good in the boy pushes the temper out 
so that he can see how hateful it is and 
learn or be taught self control. The Good 
also, is showing you that you must think 
purer thoughts if you would see purer ac- 
tions. It is teaching you that if you would 
follow the example of Jesus and live the 
Christ-life, you must love your enemies and 
by your love redeem them so that they will 
be your friends, and learn toloveyou. If 
yon really love the Good in this boy, your 
true thoughts will be more powerful than 
the untrue thoughts of the other forty boys, 
because one single grain of truth has in it 
more power than whole armies of error. 
There is more still that you can do, for 
you can send out your thoughts to every 
boy who shows that he despises this one. 
You can say to them in your mind, “ He is 
full of the Good, so are you. You are both 
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the same Good, you love the Good in him 
for it is your own Good;” and don’t you see, 
dear child, that in this way, you are truly 
the Son of God, and manifesting Divine 
Love by habits of true thinking? 

W. Iwill try, indeed I will. 

A. And you will be sure to succeed, for 
the Everlasting Gvuod is your own Sub- 
stance and Intelligence. 

W. What do you mean by Substance, 
please? 

A. That which is firm and unfailing. 
You say God is your Life, do you not? 

W. Yes’m. 

A. You believe God the Good, to be 
unfailing Life, do you not? 

W. Yes’m. 

A. If your Life was full of failure you 
would say it was unsubstantial or without 
Substance. 

You believe your Good is health; now if 
your health gives out, you may know that 
the true Substance—God—is covered over 
with wrong thoughts, and so can not work 


for you on the Jine of health. In the 
same way,if your Intelligence seems to 
give out so that you cannot learn your les- 
sons, and you are called stupid or foolish 


‘you must have covered up the God-Intelli- 


gence with stupid and foolish thoughts so 
that it cannot work for you on that line. 

Now if some one were to ask you if your 
Good is substantial, what do you think they 
would mean? 

W. They would want to know if my 
Good was firm and unfailing. 

A. Youare right. You see, God is the 
only substance which never disappoints us. 


You have a new suit of clothes; they wear 


eut. You see a new house burn to the 
ground in half an hour. You see the grass 
and flowers killed by heat or. frost. The 
things which you see with the eyes of the 
body, do not seem substantial because they 
fail. What, then, is the true substance? 

W. God is the true Substance. 

A. Yes, and if you know this, you can 
say to your new suit of clothes, “You are 
full of God, for God is everywhere,” and 
you can make it Jast much longer than if 
you say, “Iam afraid it wont wear well.” 
And the same with your shoes. Ifa man 
were to say of his new house, “ You are 
full of God, you are substantial Good,” I 
do not believe it could possibly burn down, 
for the God Substance never fails or dis- 
appoints. 

Now, dear children, here is a new lesson, 
namely: praise everything as being full 
of the perfect unfailing God-Substance, 
and see things stand by you and satisfy 
you. 
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Thursday 


Gladness, not sadness, 
Love, not fear, 
Folds me and holds me 
For God is here. 
Sickness or weakness 


Cannot come near; 
Strong health enfolds me, 


For God is here. 
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I am strong, 
Ow ho weakness, 
ear no wrong. 


Love and joy 

With me stay. 
ppy 

Night and day. 
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50 Cents per year. - - - - 5 cents per copy. 
Foreign Subscriptions, 3 shillings per year. 


Published monthly by 


UNITY BOOK CO., -, Kansas City, Mo. 


Entered at Kansas City Post Office as second class matter. 


Advertisements not published. Books reviewed only when in harmony 
with our thought. 


_ Subscriptions are payable at convenience of subscribers. If you find 
in this paper that which meets your needs, do not let the subscription 
price stand in your way, but write to the editor. 

Silver can be safely sent by mail by inserting it in the split end ofa 
piece of paste 


A BLUE MARK around this means ‘ Your subscription has 


, expired.” If you do not care to continue, 
kindly drop us a postal to that effect. Otherwise we shall consider the 
ee a welcome visitor, and, sometime during the year, send a bill 
or the subscription. 


In matters pertaining to subscriptions, or books, do not send letters or 
make drafts, money orders, etc., payable to individuals here, but always 


address 
UNITY BOOK CO., Kansas City, Mo. 


Publishers’ Department. 


For $1.00 we will send Wer Wispom one year and 
all the numbers of Vol. 5 of Tuovaur, being April 
1893 to March 1894, unbound. This unbound vol- 
ume of THovucurt contains over 500 pages of interest- 
ing matter. 


The March Tuoveurt has a portrait of Aunt Seg, 
with an enchanting story of her own experience in 
finding God. 


We allow a yearly subscription to either Unrry or 
Wee Wrspom for every club to the amount of $2.00 
That is, you do not have to confine yourself to any 
one publication, but may include Wer Wispom at 
50c., Unrry at 50c., or THoucur at $1.00, so long as 
the total is $2.00. 


There is a call for a Bible Lesson Supplement to 
Wee Wispom. If we can be assured 500 subseribers 
at 25 cents each per year, we will issue such asupple- 
ment. It will beso arranged that it can be separ- 
ated into four separate leaflets—one for each Sun- 
day. If those who are interested will send us their 
names with aumber of copies they will take, we 
will keep a record of them, and when the requisite 
500 is attained, arrange to get out the supplement. 
Don’t send any money until you are notified. 


Mothers desiring to counsel with Aunt Seg direct 
can send letters in care of Sarah Elizabeth Griswold, 
901 Mass. Ave., Lawrence, Kas. 


Koradine Letters, by Alice B. Stockham and Lida 
Hood Talbot, Levant binding, $1.25. 
Unity Boox Co., Kansas City, Mo. 


Quite a large number of Were Wispom subscrip- 
tions have expired and we have not been notified to 
either stop or eontinue them. We want everybody 
to have this paper who wants it, whether they can 
pay now or not, but we do not want to force it upon 
anyone. We make it a rule to send it right along 
and trust to your kindness to advise us whether or 
not you want it continued. If you get a bill, re- 
member it is but a request to have your definite 
decision. 


UNITY BOOK COMPANY, 


(Publishing Department, Society of Silent Unity,) 
KANSAS CITY, MO. 


“METAPHYSICAL BOOKS FOR SALE, 


The following publications are issued monthly: 


FHOUGHT—48 page Magazine, ..........c0ccececseeees $ 1.00 per year, 
WEE WISDOM—paper for Children...............-... | -50 per year, 
METAPHYSICAL SERIES. 1oand —.15 per ocpy. 


Three Propositions. 

Many people write us that they would like our publications but cannot 
afford to pay for them. ‘To these, and all others, we make the following 
propositions: 

Proposition No. 1. 


We will send Uniry one year to anyone who secures four subscribers 


at 50 cents each. ae 
Proposition No. 2. 


We wiil send THouGut one year to anyone who secures four smbse sibers 
at f:.00 each. 


Proposition No. 3. 


Vee will send WEE WispoM one year to anyone who secures four suc- 
scribers at 50 cents each. 


A very little eftort on your part will secure these few subscribers, Be 
sure to mention in your letter when you send in subscriptions that you 
are taking advantaze of these propositions. 


UNITY BOOK CO., Kansas City, Mo. 


Wonder-Light 


and other 


Tales for Children. 
By 
Mrs. J. Campbell Ver:Planck. 
Price 50 ets. 


“Black Beautv.” 


A beautiful story, in which a horse gives the his- 
tory of his life, and tells many interesting stories 
about his companions, and their owners, keepers, 
riders and drivers. Young and old will be enter- 
tained and instructed by reading this touching auto- 
biography. Price: cloth, 30 cents; boards, 20 cents; 
paper, 10 cents. Prices given include postage. 


“The Story of Teddv.” 


BY HELEN VAN-ANDERSON. 

This book creates in every boy an appetite to be 
“good.” Teddy is a glorious little chap, and every 
boy and girl in the land should read about him. 
“Jack” (Teddy’s dog) ought to be held up as an ex- 
ample to all dogs everywhere. You will have to 
read the book to know what the beautiful crystal 
globe on the cover means. bound in cloth, 80 cents, 
postpaid. 


Unrry Co., Kansas City, Mo. 


dJohnnie’s Victory : or, 
Pictures Made Real. 


By Sarah Elizabeth Griswold. 
This little book is a touching demonstration of the 
creative power of thought. It tells how two brave- 


hearted little orphans “’magined” the good things 
they wanted, till they were made manifest. 
Bound in cloth, 50 cents. 


Unrry Boox Co., Kansas City, Mo. 
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